THE WHOLESALE CRITIC AND THE
HOP MERCHANT
FABLE I
Hail to each ancient sacred shade
Of those, who gave the Muses aid,
Skill's verse mysterious to unfold,
And set each brilliant thought in gold.
Hail Aristotle's honoured shrine,                             5
And, great Longinus, hail to thine;
Ye too, whose judgments ne'er cou'd fail,
Hail Horace, and Quintilian1 hail;
And, dread of every Goth and Hun,
Hail Pope, and peerless Addison.                          10
Alas! by different steps and ways
Our modern critics aim at praise,
And rashly in the learned arts,
They judge by prejudice and parts;
For crampt by a contracted soul,                           15
How should they comprehend the whole?
I know of many a deep-learn'd brother,
Who weighs one science by another,
And makes 'mongst bards poetic schism,
Because he understands the prism;                        20
Thinks in acuteness he surpasses,
From knowledge of the optic glasses.
There are some critics of the nation,
Profoundly vers'd in gravitation;
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